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At every step is "Will it pay? "
And fear, " What will people say ? "
How timid, tiny, reed-like, frail,
At every turn but turning pale !

O measles, itching-fever, sad,
Of nations, running masses mad;
Thy baneful ways and habits vain
Forego, be sane, be sane, be sane.

TO THE SO-CALLED CIVILISED
Ye magnetised to laziness,
Of weakness and deceit a mess ;
Punctilious, touchy, hot and red,
Like swollen sore with gathered head,
Bewildered hordes, befoundered millions,
All, at the mercy of opinions,
Why Majesty of Self ye spurn,
From clothes nobility ye earn ?
Like pendulum ye oscillate,
On transient trifles to dilate,
By wan appearance ruled away
With iron hand, despotic sway.
Trade interests displace your love,
And Mammon shoots the.sacred Dove.
Not free to laugh, not free to weep,
Not free to love, nor free to sleep.
Ah! sheaths of sham and masks of shame
And breathless awe of name and fame I
Your health is illth and goods are bad;
Improper property keeps you sad.
In clothes as coffins, homes fits graves,
Ye bury Self, then wail and rave,
Ye spare the husks and soil the Soul,
To save a part, ye lose the whole.
Possessed ye are by your possessions,
Oppressed by hitting hard suggestions,
O living dull in two dimensions,
Prosaic embarrassment and '